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MUSIC, MADNESS AND THE MASTER.
(BROWNING'S SAUL.)
By MARSHALL LOUIS MERTINS, KANSAS CITY, Mo.
When we approach Browning, we approach one of the
masters of English poetry. For virility, strength, image-
ry, and beauty of description there is no poet who occu-
pies a position near him. Few, probably, would place
him above Shakespere, or Milton, but there are some
critics of today who have elevated him to the very highest
position occupied by any English poet of any period.
Browning was first of all a man. The male poet must
be that first, always. He need not be a warlike giant,
but he must be a man. The one thing that makes Brown-
ing appear the man is his connection with Elizabeth Bar-
rett. It took a real man to seize that little, frail, pining
song-bird in great strong arms and bear her away to the
singing south. It took a man to woo her back to the bloom
of unknown health. Robert Browning accomplished both
feats, and she heard his strong voice of love above the
rougher voice of fatherly advice, and obeyed the lover
above the sire. Elizabeth Barrett never had cause to
regret her choice, and to her, "leaning up a cypress tree",
was a joy unspeakable and full of glory.
It is a truism that novices cannot appreciate Brown-
ing. It takes one hardened to work. The brain muscled
must be strong because of long toil. These brain muscles
must have had a good tryout before the lines of our poet
strike home with conviction. This is not so true of Saul
as of some-notably The Ring and the Book-but in Soul
Robert Browning placed some of the finest wheat from
his granary. It is his confession of faith. That which
the singer David tells King Saul on that darksome night
when he woos him back from the vast unknown, as they
sit together in the tent out there on the desert; back from
the black region of hate and despair, to the land of life and
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love; is but Browning speaking from a full experience of
what God had done for him. The gradual unfolding of the
spiritual life of the king and the displacement of the
temporal joys and hopes of his soul, are but experiences
that daily went on in Browning's heart from the day
when he wrote Saul first in "Bells and Pomegranates",
to that great day when the star of eternal hope blazed
above his horizon, and he perforce sang: "See the Christ
Stand !"
Robert Browning knew the Hebrew Scriptures well.
They were his daily solace. From the prophets, kings
and great ones of that wonderful people he gained much.
It was with a perfect knowledge of what he was about
that he chose Saul as the central figure for his great poem.
'The scenes are all true, the characters well placed. In
Samuel we are told that the Spirit of the Lord had left
Saul and an evil spirit had come upon him. Abner, the
mad king's cousin, had sent for David and the lad had
come, timid, retiring, modest, and yet knowing what he
was to do, "fresh from following the ewes great with
young". He is pictured as going to the tent of his king,
and playing upon his simple harp charming the monarch
from out his night of despair. Music is surely one of
God's agencies, and here the poet has painted its being
used to call a man by its stirring strains, its appeal to his
ambitions, out of his baser self and life, out of the flesh
of earth, into a higher hope of a greater existence. This
is the theme of Saul.
THE SIMPLE HEART.
As pictured in the book of Samuel and the poem Saul,
literature has no more beautiful character than this
David whom Abner describes as "God's child with His
dew on thy gracious gold hair". David 'had lived very
simply at Bethlehem, walking with his father's sheep on
Hebron's height, or leading them to drink from the cool
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Kidron below, "where the long grasses stifle the water
within the stream's bed". This life had allowed him
hours to dream in, and the sweet singer of Israel dreamed
wondrous dreams that afterward helped to build an em-
pire. Browning describes that life when he makes David
.say:
, 'Then fancies grew rife
Which had come long ago on the pasture when round me
the sheep
Fed in silence. Above, the one eagle wheeled slow as in
sleep,
And I lay in my hollow and mused on the world that might
lie
'Neath his ken, though I saw but the strip 'twixt the hill
and the sky."
The poem opens when David, summoned by Abner,
arrives to be of service to the king well loved. Abner's
welcome to David, reveals along with a certain note of
joy, also a feeling, however well concealed, of doubt as
to the outcome of it all :
"Said Abner: 'At last thou art come! Ere I tell, ere thou
speak,
Kiss my cheek, wish me well.' Then I wished it and did
kiss his cheek.
And he: 'Since the king, 0, my friend, for thy counte-
nance sent, .
Neither eaten nor drunken have we, and until from his
tent
Thou return with the joyful assurance the king liveth
yet,
Shall our lips with the honey be bright, with the water
be wet.' "
Browning seems perfectly at himself at every turn.
He does not allow the beauty of expression to interfere
with the thought (he is perfectly capable of presenting
an uncut diamond as a birthday gift) but he is also able
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to clothe certain passages in such heavenly garb as angels
wear. How he rings the changes on "Honey-bright--
water-wet!" And then the dark page is turned and
Abner tells of the silence that has reigned for three days
in the dark mid-tent where Saul is. Has the King won in
his great battle for a lost mind ~ Or have the demons of
darkness still retained their awful control of his faculties?
These are the questions uppermost in Abner's mind when
he first beholds the musician. But as a light shines on
David's face he is reassured:
"Yet now my heart leaps, 0 beloved, God's child with his
dew
On thy gracious gold hair."
"If anyone, David, God's chosen, can woo the lost king
to life, it is thou, on whose hair Hebron's dews yet spar-
kle. I am satisfied. Be it so."
"Then I as was meet (David sings)
Knelt down to the God of my fathers."
The sweet devotion of David at this time, just before
undertaking the great task is characteristic of the sweet
singer of Israel-that king who laid aside a sword long
enough to write the sweetest verses of song any language
ever knew. The hour must have been mid-afternoon when
the sun was hot in the heavens. The desert, in the midst
of which the king had caused his tent to be pitched, was
scorching beneath the stress of the "sunbeams like
swords". The sand of the desert was "burnt to pow-
der". And over this the barefoot lad ran till he came to
the unlooped tent, the door of which was guarded by ;l
single spear. Then, stooping down upon the slippery
grass patch, all withered and gone, he crept to the second
enclosure. Then another prayer, and opening the fold-
skirts he entered. And though he stood there in the pres-
ence of Israel's king, in the very presence of the anointed
of Jehovah, "was not afraid but spoke: here is David
thy servant." But no voice replied, and nought but the
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blackness greeted David's unaccustomed eyes. Then
slow into sight grew the upright center post, blacker thau
the blackness, and then the huge form of the king. Then
as though presaging the success of the enterprise" a sun-
beam bursting through the tent roof showed Saul". What
feelings must have been David's seeing the great first
king thus. How his heart must have ached seeing him
standing there "drear and stark, blind and dumb". That
king anointed to God's work, but failing because he had
"wasted, desecrated, never quite lost" that which God
had given. And seeing him thus, as a serpent caught in
his pangs, away from his kind till deliverance comes in
the springtime,' and knowing all-knowing how the great
king had wasted all the good gifts of God-this sweet
singer did the characteristic thing. He burst into song.
THE SONGFUL HEART.
, 'Then I tuned my harp, took off the lilies we twine round
its chords
Lest they snap with the heat of the noon day, those sun-
beams like swords.
And I first played the tune all our sheep know, as one
after one,
So docile, they come to the pen door till folding be done.
They are white and untorn by the bushes, for 10 they
have fed,
Where the long grasses stifle the water within the
stream's bed.
And now one after one seeks its lodging, as star follows
star,
Into eve, and the blue far above us, so blue and so far."
I am very sure I do not know of such another passage
in the language. The imagery is perfect. The words
sharp, terse, clear, pure. This passage is Browning-the
master, the work-loving craftsman at his best. We can
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see the song-loving David, whose harp had oft been tuned
by Kidron's side, playing to his sheep as he lay in his
hollow. Browning knew the power of music. He knew
that it makes or mars happiness, wealth, and weal. Lyof
Tolstoi painted the evil of bad music for us once for all in
"The Kreutzer Sonata". Infelicity, infidelity, insanity
and murder are all its fruits in that great novel. But in
Saul Browning paints for us only the good there is in
music, and that good is used to call the king back from
his wanderings into the land of the aware.
The life of the shepherd lad of Bethlehem had been
spent in the fields. There were none of the animals or
insects that he did not know. And he knew them not as
a mere cursory biologist, but rather as a man knows his
friends. David knew the animals, and they knew David.
His harp had charmed them, and for each there was a
strain of music. It is worthy of much thought, the way
in which our poet causes his singer to arrange his music.
As an introduction he naturally plays "the tune all our
sheep know". Then he goes to the strain that wooed the
lower form of animal life, and Orpheus like, made the
quails, the crickets and the "quick jerboa" follow after
the player. The Pied Piper could do no more than this
David with his harp I Those primitive, simple songs were
used to woo the lower forms of life, and our poet imagines
the sweet singer using them to call this man who had fal-
len even lower than the brute, back to the land of light
and love. For we all, we common folks, yea, even Israel '8
great first king are but kinsmen of the brute.
"God made all the creatures and gave them our love and
our fear,
To give sign we and they are His children, one family
nere."
Then he goes a step forward. He lingers still in the
fields with the brute creation, but man is in the next song
he sings. He plays a tune that must have been hidden
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somewhere in the deep recesses of Saul's soul. A tune
that as a farmer lad with his father Kish at home, the
great king often heard, and often joined in the singing
of. The wine song. The help tune of the reapers. Sum-
mer lived again in the cold heart of King Saul. The
youths and maidens worked together afield. There was
singing at the work. There were lovers together, side by
side. Mayhap they toiled together, as in Scotland's val-
leys at the harvest time the farmer girls and boys labor,
when the full moon at harvest shines in the sky, their
songs sounding sweet afar. Something in the deep, hid-
den memory of Saul must have stirred when memory be-
came rife.
i i Then I played the help tune of the reapers, their wine
song, when hand
Grasps hand, eye lights eye, in friendship and great
hearts expand
And grow one in the sense of this world's life."
Still the king stood stark. Still he hung like the ser-
pent caught in the branches, awaiting his change. But
another memory clamors for admittance to the darkened
mind-the saddest day he had known-when his father,
Kish, that sire whom he loved with tender devotion, had
been laid away in the tomb forever. He heard them play
that last march over the dead, singing as they bore him
away, and praising him on the journey to his long home:
"With his few faults shut up like dead flowerlets, are
balm seeds not here
To console us, 0, would we might keep thee my
brother. "
And another memory stirred in his soul-a memory
of a maiden in the long ago-one whom he had loved-
one whom he had taken to wife. He saw her walking
veiled beside her parents. He saw it all and heard it all
as David played that glad chant of the marriage. He saw
the maidens running before. He heard them praise her
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as "the beauty and pride of our dwelling". And faster
and still faster the singer comes with his quickening
music. The martial strains follow the marital, and the
march of war time resounds through the tent-that which
calls the men together to buttress an arch nought cau
break. Then last, but as acme to this great climax,
"The chorus entoned,
As the Levites go up to the altar with glory enthroned.
But I stopped here, for here in the darkness Saul
groaned."
This, then, was the first evidence of life the sweet
singer found in the mad king. For awhile he listened
apart. Then a second sign showed in the jewels awake
in his turban. With returning life comes returning luster.
When consciousness awakes in the king, light awakes in
the jewels of his head piece. For their beauty, and in-
trinsic value precious stones have always played a great
part in the life of the human family. Crowns of kings,
and anklets of savages have been bejeweled by precious
gems. People through superstition have thought that
some jewels brought wealth, health and happiness, and
that some caused the wearers to have a succession of ill
luck. And so, when David sees" All its lordly male sap-
phires and rubies courageous at heart" agleam in the
turban of the king, his heart leaps up with joy and he
bends again to his playing and pursues it unchecked as
he sang:
"0, our manhood's prime vigor, no spirit feels waste,
Not a muscle is stopped in its playing, nor sinew un-
braced.
Oh, the wild joys of living. The leaping from rock up
to rock,
The strong rending of boughs from the fir tree, the cool
silver shock
Of the plunge in the pool's living water. The hunt of
the bear,
And the sultriness showing the lion is crouched in his
lair.
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And the meal. The rich dates covered over with gold
dust divine,
And the locust flesh steeped in the pitches, the cool
draught of wine.
And the sleep in the dried river channel where bul-
rushes tell
That the water was wont to go warbling so softly and
well.
How good is man's life! The mere living. How fit to
employ,
All the heart and the soul and the senses forever in joy."
How mighty and how matchless is this picture of
youth, and the real meaning and worth of life! To our
poet life meant, not a mere existence on a plane with the
brute, but mere living was fit to employ the best of man's
life. To him life was all play. And yet to him life was
not play at all. Life was real. Wherefore should blase
people seek recreation in foolish and questionable enter-
tainment? Life-the living from day to day as one can
best do-is sufficient as a life purpose. In" Andrea Del
Sarto", the perfect painter expounds the true meaning
of life to his listless spouse. That meaning is the same
that isfound in "Rabbi Ben Ezra". We find it in these
words from this passage of Saul:
"Didst thou see the thin hands of thy mother held up as
men sung,
The low song of the newly departed and hear her faint
tongue
Joining in while it could to the witness: 'Let one more
. attest,
I have lived, seen God's hand through a lifetime, and
all was for best.' "
But the song of youth, and the real joys of life cannot
call Saul back. David must make other appeals. The ap-
peal to the ambition comes to his eloquent lips. Saul as a
man is appealed to-that Saul who had been head and
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shoulders above every other man in Israel-that Saul
who was chosen to be king while engaged in the manly
work of attending his father's stock. To Saul the king-
to Saul the great mind-to Saul the great heart-to Saul
the chosen and the anointed of God, David now makes
his plea. He has led up step by step to a cap sheaf. He
has made wide the base. Now the cap sheaf is to be
placed. The greatest thing that is possible to be said of
man is to be said of Saul. Hear the mighty, stirring ap-
peal:
, ,And 10, thou art grown to a monarch, a people is thine
And all gifts which the world offers singly on one head
combine.
On one head all the beauty and strength, love and rage
(like the throe
That a-work in the rock helps its labor and lets the gold
go)
High ambition and deeds which surpass it, fame crown-
ing them, all
Brought to blaze on the head of one creature-King
Saul !"
In the year 1844 Browning first wrote and published
Saul as a part of the book he called Bells and Pomegran-
ates. The foregoing lines closed the poem as first written.
Eleven years passed before he finished the work. They
were eleven great years for the poet. He lived much,
loved much, learned much during them. When he penned
Bells and Pomegranates his philosophy ended with music.
Now after the years, and tears of a life lived more in
deeds than in days, we have the result of that living in a
clearer, nobler, truer philosophy. His faith now saw
through the clouds, and was anchored to that within the
veil. Whereas before his acme of faith had reached the
point with the lines quoted above, after the eleven years
he saw fit to erase the ne plus ultra written thereon, and
go on to completion. I have therefore called this latter
revelation:
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Music's task is not done. It is to playa part to the
end, but that part from now on is secondary. A song may
turn one's thoughts to higher things, but although music
may help to sustain him on that plane thereafter, some-
thing else is required. Another force and power must
enter. Madness will not go for music alone. The waves
of unreason will not still except the voice of the Master
speak. Experience and faith revealed this to the poet,
and within this clearer light he again tuned his lyre and
completed the lines to the end. In this section of Saul
we have the full blossoming of Browning's faith. Much
has been said by carping critics of that faith, but if he
had written no more than those 76 lines of sections XVI
and XVII ending with:
, 'See the Christ stand!"
we need not doubt the depth of that faith. And neither
need we doubt the object of it. And thus he sings:
"And 10, with that leap of my spirit-heart, hand, harp
and voice,
Each lifting Saul's name out of sorrow, each bidding
rejoice
Saul's fame in the light it was made for-"
And then as the name Saul is sung, the king is struck
-struck as spring strikes some mountain tall and black,
that withstands the rays for weeks, but at last looses its
coating of snow, which falling with crash on crash leaves
the same mountain standing as of yore. So he says:
"The king's self left standing before me, released and
aware."
And all happily the singer gazes into the eyes of the
new-born king:
"Nor was hurt any more than by slow, pallid sunsets in
autumn."
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Song has now restored the mad king, but what shall
sustain him? Death is gone, life not come. He sees the
wine of life, tastes it, says it's good, but as for his own
part, refuses to drink-rather would he choose death than
life. This apathy so well painted in the poem by Brown-
ing is prevalent in all classes. There are many souls who
acknowledge the worth of life, but yet refuse to drink the
proffered wine. This apathy is a prime cause of sorrow,
of sin, and of final disintegration. It caused Babylon,
and Greece, and Rome to crumble into an eternal dust.
It is eating at the heart of modern institutions. How
many souls give assent, but would die for their own part
today! How many souls say: " 'Tis good, yet drink not. "
"Then fancies grew rife which had come long ago on the
pasture when round me the sheep,
Fed in silence.
Above the one eagle wheeled slow as in sleep,
And I lay in my hollow and mused on the world that
mightlie
'Neath his ken. Though I saw but the strip 'twixt the
hill and the sky."
What a horizon David had! In a grassy hollow, on a
warm afternoon, a butterfly above his head and a drowsy
drone of bees. Just a space 'twixt the hill and sky yon-
der, but that space widened out and he peopled it with
a world people. I have been forty feet in the depth of a
well. Just some muddy water under me, a dark, damp
wall about me, and a snake sticking out his ugly tongue
in the space between rocks over there. But above me I
saw a strip of three feet of sky, and though it was mid-
afternoon, I saw in that space of sky three stars. Bunyan
was in Bedford jail and "the spawn of the street groveled
about him". Vermin and stench, and cursing men and
women were there, but he saw nothing of that. His
horizon took no thought of grated prison windows, but
stretched away into the Celestial City, and the House
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Beautiful with Christian and Hopeful for companions. Do
you not remember Maud Muller who wedded" a man un-
learned and poor" and in the years of vain regret
dreamed 'and
"Her narrow kitchen walls
Stretched away into stately halls.
And TDr him who sat by the chimney's lug,
Dozing and grumbling 0 'er pipe and mug,
A manly form at her side she saw,
And life was duty and love was law."
And so David thinking again those old trains of
thought saw an avenue into the heart of Saul, and a way
that he might follow to quicken the life in that dead soul.
As he had dreamed in the other days with his sheep he
learned to understand many things 'about man's life on
the earth. He learned then that mind and spirit are
supreme, and that the body is but a vehicle. So he as-
sures the king that he does well in rejecting the comforts
that spring "from the mere mortal life held in common
by man and by brute,
In the soul it bears fruit."
"In the flesh grows the branch of this life,
It is the fruit alone that counts. He urges:
"Leave the flesh to the fate it is fit for; the spirit be thine!
By the spirit when age shall o'ercome thee thou still
shalt enjoy,
More indeed than at first when unconscious the life of
the boy."
It seems an utter impossibility for one to accuse
Browning of being a materialist. On the other hand we
are left in a quandary because he cannot be called an
idealist. Each system of thought was grasped by his
mighty mind, and the best treasures therein appropriated
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by him. Here David is made to assure the king that his
life has not been wasted. Each deed done dies, revives,
goes to work again; just as the sun looking down sees
nothing its last summer's prime did not produce. Tem-
pests may have effaced him, clouds hidden, but his power
through all had been supreme.
Then the appeal is made to Saul's future. The past
has been great, many mistakes notwithstanding. But the
future! He is shown as the adoration of all future ages.
The monument is pictured, the praise of the poet, the word
of the statesman. And then in a burst of emotion David
cries out
"Then, first of the mighty, thank God that thou art!"
And then the poet, having reached a height but seldom
attained-having spread his wings and sailed high in the
blue skies of emotion-must avoid an anti-climax. 'I'his
can only be possible by bringing us exactly what he brings
in Section XIV. Just as the still small voice speaks after
the storm, and the sun smilingly shows his face after the
tempest, so the words in Section XIV still and soothe the
emotion-wrought heart of the reader. He cries in a joy
that is like to burst his heart that the One who had given
him so great a night-a night so seldom vouchsafed to
mortal-should go on and complete it "my shield and my
sword". So great has it all been, that David can scarcely
believe he has passed through it, as he gathers" the frag-
ments alone with my sheep, and still fear lest the terrible
glory evanish like sleep". The joy, the emotion, the deep
feeling of a poet's heart-a poet perfectly capable of di-
vining and interpreting the thoughts of that other great
poet, the one of Israel-are all pent up, and as it were dis-
tilled to us in those couplets, "dewey covert", "Hebron
upheaves", "dawn struggling", "Kidron retreaves".
This section is a great preparation for Section XV, in
which Browning hastens to describe the full returning of
Saul to manhood and vigor. The long sleep is seen to
assume his habitudes kingly.
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"He is Saul ye remember in glory ere error had bent
The broad brow from the daily communion; and still
though much spent
Be the life and the being that fronts you, the same God
did choose,
To receive what a man may waste, desecrate, never quite
lose. "
What a reassuring note is found here. The spark dies
not, though cold the embers may lie on the hearth. Be-
neath the gray ashes of manhood lies a smouldering flame.
God-or shall we not say the Master Christ '-can bring
it forth to burn again and brightly, too. God be thanked
that such is true.
And then the harp drops forward and for the first
time David sees that the king has sunk to a sitting posture,
both knees thrust out
"Like oak roots that please
-:[10 encircle a lamb while it slumbers. I looked up to know
If the best I could do had brought solace. He looked not
but slow
Lifted up the hand slack at his side, till he laid it with care
Soft and grave but in mild settled will on my brow;
through my hair
The large fingers were pushed, and he bent back my head
with kind power,
All my face, intent to peruse it as men do a flower."
There are two words in these lines that express all the
religion, all the love, all the hope and faith,and all the
philosophy of Browning. His conception of God finds ex-
pression in them-the words "kind power". We have al-
ways thought of power as being a thing of brute force. The
power of a hurricane, of the flash of lightning, of the un-
reasoning giant, of the earthquake, of the savage wild
beast. But our poet makes us see another kind and quality
-"Kind power". It is love, and law. "All's love, yet all's
law", he says. Then the singer searches the face of the
subject for a sign. Was life come , Was death gone?
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"Then the truth came upon me! No harp more! No song
more! Outbroke:
I have gone the whole round of creation, I saw and I
spoke.
I, the work of God's hand for that purpose received in
my brain
And pronounced on the rest of His handiwork, returned
him again
His Creation's approval or censure. I spoke as I saw,
I report as a man may of God's work! All's love yet
all's law."
And with this the final appeal comes. Music has done
its part. As a guiding hand along the way it has brought
the king until the way had become strange and another
hand is needed to guide still further. David knew all this
full well. His shepherd heart speaks forth. There is one
-"the One among ten thousand and altogether lovely"
-the One who "is the shadow of a great rock in a weary
land' '-who can guide his weary, wandering feet into
ways that are ways of peace. John Newman saw this one
night on the stormy Mediterranean when through the
stress of tears and fears he penned the lines:
"Lead thou me on,
O'er moor and fen, 0 'er crag and torrent, till
The night is done.
And when at last those angel faces smile,
Which I have loved long since and lost awhile."
The appeal is frankly the appeal of the soul to see God.
"Do I tax any faculty highest to image success,
I but open my eyes,and perfection, no more and no less
In the kind I imagined full fronts me, and God is seen,
God
In the star, in the stone, in the flesh, in the soul, and the
clod. "
"Gareth like", David affirms, "I must bow in order to
reach God". But what a mistake the singer has made all
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along. "I have loved Saul and would do all for him. Shall
I doubt that the One who can do all will do all?" Saul who
was made with such a mind, such a soul, such a body, with
such an earth for ensphering the whole! And shall I not
hope that having given all these the One shall go further
" Ay, to save and redeem and restore him, maintain at the
height
This perfection . . .
Snatch Saul the mistake, Saul the failure, the ruin he
seems now and bid him wake
From the dream-s-the probation, the prelude to find
himself set
Clear and safe in a new light and a new life."
And as a shepherd goeth before his sheep, so this
shepherd lad, who had so oft led his flocks o'er Hebron's
heights, could sweetly and assuredly lead the stark, blind
and dumb king back to the gates of the fuller life, "never
quite lost". The singer had failed in his mission, but
there was One who could succeed. His message was of
One strong and mighty, willing to save! This was Brown-
ing's conception of God. Ah, Saul! If you but would!
The will! The will! The regrets of every life are summed
up in what man wills to do.
" 'Tis not what man does exalts him,
But what man would do."
Many men are princes, but how far short they fall.
Many an idiot wears a crown, and uncounted thousands
of fools live in king's houses. But out yonder on the hill-
sides following the sheep, or here in the field behind a plow
that.Ieaves a beautiful upturned furrow can be seen some
lad whose voice will some day ring in a legislative hall,
and whose leadership will guide men in hours of trial.
"Some village Hampden who with dauntless breast
The little tyrant of his fields withstood.
Some mute inglorious Milton here may rest,
Some Cromwell guiltless of his country's blood."
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" 'Tis not what man does exalts him,
But what man would do."
David has done all he can! The king believing for him-
self in another must do the rest.
"Could I wrestle to save him from sorrow, grow poor to
enrich,
To fill up his life starve mine out, I would, knowing
which,
I know my service is perfect. Oh, speak through me
now!
·Would I suffer for him that I love' So wouldst thou!
So wilt thou!"
Then that wonderful rhapsody of the infinite love of
God ending:
"Oh, Saul it shall be
A face like my face that receives thee ;a man like to me
Thou shalt love and be loved by forever. A hand like this
hand
Shall throw open the gates of a new life to thee. See the
Christ stand!"
What need we of further word. The Logos that in the
beginning was with God, and was God-that Word had
been spoken and was sufficient. "Seethe Christ stand!"
As Browning was a master and knew when to begin,
so he remains a master and knows when to stop. He had
spoken finally upon the question of the Lord. The One
who could help Saul had been declared. With that One it
rested. Therefore the lines of Section XVIII are but a
retrospect of what work has been accomplished, and a de-
scription-rich in imagery-of the morning after the
great night.
"I know not too well how I found my way home in the
night."
How could he know with his mind aflame as it must
have been with the great honor God had given him! But
wait. The sweet singer, innocent and happy, but with the
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pent up feeling that only comes to those who have experi-
enced a change only God can send, hastens back to his
Bethlehem home and to his sheep.
"The stars of night beat with emotion and tingled and
shot
Out in fire the strong pain of pent up knowledge; but I
fainted not.
* *' ;)f: *
"Anon at the dawn all that trouble had withered from
earth-
Not so much but I saw it die out in the day's tender
birth;
In the gathered intensity brought by the gray of the
hills; .
In the shuddering, forests held breath, in the sudden
wind thrills;
In the startled wild beasts that bore off, each with eye
sidling still
Though averted with wonder and dread; in the birds
stiff and chill
'I'hat rose heavily as I approached them, made stupid
with awe,
E'en the serpent that slid away silent, he felt the new
law.
'I'he same stared in the white humid faces upturned by
the flowers,
The same worked in the heart of the. cedar and moved
the vine bowers.
And the little brooks witnessing murmured persistent
but low,
With their obstinate, all but hushed voices, 'E'en so,
be it so!'"
In quoting these closing words there was not a line
that could be left out. No word was there meaningless.
Browning put them all in for a good reason. He was de-
scribing the change that had come over David during the
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night. The shepherd lad felt that it was a change come
over the world, but instead, it was in his own soul. The
Master once said to those enquiring of the Kingdom;
"The Kingdom of God is within you." You will remem-
ber Ruskin's picture in "The King of the Golden River",
and how that Gluck, after his two brothers had been
turned into black stones, set out to reach the Golden River
for himself. And how that by love and charity he ex-
pended every drop of his holy water. And you will re-
member that when he at last stood on the banks of the
stream and cast therein the drops of the dew, that he was
disappointed because the waters instead of turning into
gold seemed diminished. But he went, nevertheless, down
into the treasure valley, and 10, as he went he seemed to
hear water working its way under ground, and a blade
of grass came out here, and another there. And on ac-
count of the change, the valley became again a treasure-
valley, because that which had been lost by avarice was
regained by kindness and love. This was the new law
that David knew.
 at UNIV OF ILLINOIS URBANA on March 13, 2015rae.sagepub.comDownloaded from 
